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l^-^ITY MAGISTRATE OBER.
W » WAGER handed down a
Ä » learned and explicit decision
W!*0^- the other day dismissing the
tsc of John S. Sumner and the So-
fcty for tho Suppresion of Vice
pinst the publishers of an English
ranslation of "THE SATYRICON.''
Tils decision was later sustained by
-fitei Magiatrate McAdoo. Now Mr.
sinner has brought the book into
<¡urt again through th« agency of tho
strict Attorney. This is nothing
ikort of persecution. So long as a

[slliblc group of philanthropic easy
¡arks fall for Mr. Sumner's panhan-¡lin£ under the false impression that
j,?- arc doing a service to the morals
if .no community, there is no reason
fhy he should not go on spending
jseir money by bringing new suits
igainst "The Satyricon" aa fast as

it judges decide against him. There
He two explanations for Mr. Sumner's
¡onduct. One is that he has been
fosded into a face-saving frenzy by
l»c editorial and judicial derision and
¡ontempt ho has aroused. The other
\% that there was a deficit in his last
report regarding the society's fund«,
md that he is using the publicity he
is getting as a plea for more contri¬
butions, urging in extenuation that his
efforts toward conviction have been
bampcrcd by lack of money. Mean¬
while it is to be hoped that enough
Jamage suits may be piled up again.t
jfr. Sumner by the publishers he has
barrassed and injured to cause the so¬
ciety to see that he is an expensive
luxury as well as a nuisance, and
lither get rid of him or limit him to
legitimate activities.
One of the points made in the new

luit against '"Che Satyricon" is that
the translation contains idiomatic Eng¬
lish and current American slang. This,

Elr. Sumner (or the District Attorney)
eems to think, deprives the translation

»f literary consideration. It is a point
based upon sheer ignorance or stu¬
pidity. The original text, while writ-

(en for the most part in the purest
.atln of the Silver Age, is so studded
with the Roman argot and underworld
slang of the period that scholars have
for centuries puzzled and wrangled
over the interpretation of certain pas-
pages. Any translation designed to
give the flavor as well as the sense of
the original must inevitably contain
idiomatic and slang expressions. The
famous French translation by Laurent
Tailhadc, universally considered to be
one of tho finest approaches to tho
spirit of the original, contains so many
words current in Parisian thieves'
srgot that a glossary is included to in¬
terpret the words for those not familiar
with French underworld diction. A
translation by J. M. Mitchell, published
in England during tho past year, is,
while considerably expurgated, replete
with English slang and colloquialisms.

. . . T. R. Smith repeated to me to¬
day a prize remark of the prosecuting
attorney in the case. It had been ex¬

plained to the legal gentleman that
"The Satyricon" has been prized by
scholars and historians, like Gibbons,
Dillon, Whlbley, as a literary and
documentary classic. "Well," answered
the gentleman of tho law, "just be¬
cause it was a classic two thousand
reara ago doesn't make it a classic
low.-* ... As Will Cuppy said, if this
bort of thing goes on I don't want to.

Attend a luncheon to-day given by
(.eorge H. Doran for Mary Roberta
Klnehart. Around the table were:
Stanley Rinehart, Sidney Howard, Rob¬
ert C. Benchley, Heywood Broun, John
l'arrar, William Rose Benet, Alexander
V>'oollcott and Harry Hansen. Mrs.
Kinehart told us about the supposed
spirits which have been haunting her
home in Washington. The Rineharts
occupy the apartment the late Boise
l'enrosü had built for himself and, ac¬
cording to Mrs. Rinehart, night after
night they hear strange noises, see
doors open, and observe of a morning
that furniture, including heavy chairs,
has been rearranged during the night.
Stanley said he. had been frightened
half out of his wits on the occasions he
had visited his parents. They have
gotten used to it, it appears; but Mrs.
Rinehart said that, entirely skeptical
und out of curiosity, she had visited an

internationally famous medium who
told her some rather amazing things

(and said that it was the spirit of the
late Senator Penrose which was caus¬
ing all the rumpus at her house and
that he would appear to Mrs. Rinehart
iu November and communicate with her
in person. Mrs. Rinehart said that the
phenomena might possibly be traced
to the vibrations from the Arlington
Radio Station, but that she reserved
judgment. . . . Bob Benchley said
n* was using the Tribune book pages
'as a home study course and that he
was repairing the deficiencies in his
education by reading the classics men-
tion«-d in theso columns, in proof
whereof he produced from his pocket
a translation of Dante's "Inferno,"
which, so far as I know, has never
been mentioned in these columns.
Bob and I thereupon engaged in a

great goose-greasing contest, for I ad¬
mire him no end and I think he is one
of tho most gifted writers of nonsense
alive. I hadn't read his new book,
"LOVE CONQUERS ALL," at the time,
or I should have put a little sand in
my salve on account of that uncon¬
scionable piece about "JÜRGEN." He
accepts the current Babbitt notion that
the book is a sort of glorified Pullman
smoker yarn,' from which there is no
book farther removed. Somebody
ought to have told Bob before he in¬
cluded the piece in his book that he
showed himself utterly insensitivo to
jCabell's intention, method, stylo and
j philosophy by his clumsy attempt to
parody these things. No one can write
parody who cannot get the point of
view of his victim and make his criti¬
cism of the victim entirely a criticism
b? implication. Bob's shoddy bur¬
lesque of Cabella mannerisms is no
"lore like Cabell than it is like Bugs
Baer. Apart from this, however, there
are good things in the book.mirth-
Provoking, laughable things, such as
his addenda to Holt'a "THE CARE AND
FEEDING OF CHILDREN," his jolly
ridicule of office conferences, his jests
*t the suburban gardener.well, all ex-
wpt the "Jürgen" item. That is merely
a breach of intellectual good manners
°n the part of a man who is usually a
model of sensitiveness and intelligence.
Seward Coltina came in late to-night

¦while I was working and told me that
^ylittle sketch in the current "Smart
«"H" was "pretty good," but that it
had one or two Cabellisma in it. He
J» right. Therefore two phrases in it

¦J should have changed if I had seen

..^e piece in proof, because they smack
«¿Cabell, even if Cabell has expressedthings |n kind so beautifully that I un¬
consciously derived, weekly, from him.
ñ,.A_,In his th'rd boo-< of "PREJU¬DICES" H. L. Men-ken says that
^aereas Joyce, Dreiser, Anderson,.«ells, Bennett and others have hun-
«ïeds of imitators, Cabell by the verypolished dexterity and beautiful inev-
Kability of his personal manner has,
no imitators at all*, that they are all
wared off by the work involved in ap¬proaching his skill at writing. This is
jar from the truth. The very seduc¬
tion of Cabeil'a prose style has en¬
hanced and caused the following
ferald, Wilson Follett, Joseph Herges-««4»er, Ben Ray Redman, John Peale

Bishop, Thorn*« «C«14«<cot Chubb, % S
«Brt Nathan, Hunter Stage, Guy holt,Tthomat» B«*_r, H«n«ell Batigh, Lout«Untemey»»r, Vincent Starrott. andhalf of the youngsters whose work
is just beginning to sprout all over th.*
country . . . Colline pointed out thatthe very dedication of "CYTHEREA'
u* no more than a paraphrase of thededication Cabell inscribed to the mon¬ograph ho wrote on Herg-sheitner andthat "THE BRIGHT SHAWL," aa did"CYTHEREA," showed a very obviousCabellian influence.

Collins ie the first I have encounteredwho doesn't like ''BABBITT"; he char-acterized it «a a "cheap book," savedonly by a faint glimpse of beautytoward the end. My countering thatby such reasoning "MADAME BO¬VARY" and «BOUVARD ET PECU¬CHET waro cheap books did not feasehim; he was unwilling to grant thatLew-is« and FUubert7« achievementswere very much tho same. I thinkthey are (and, of course I have an ad¬vantage ov<jr Collins, by being able toput in a final word, so far an these
co umns go); and, allowing for thepriority of "Madame Bovary" and thesuperb literary craftsmanship of thatand the other Flaubertian realistic doc¬ument, I cannot see Mr. Lewis's achieve¬ment as greatly the inferior. But thenI am one who does not (as you maydiscover from my preface to the Bor¬zoi edition of "Madame Bovary" hold
my breath and genuflect when the nameFlaubert is mentioned. More or lessprivately, I prefer Flaubert's projec-tions of the imagination as in "THETENTATION DE ST. ANTOINE" (firstversion) and "SALAMMBO." I was
greatly delighted in reading SomersetMaugham's excellent and, to me, pow¬erful novel, "MRS. CRADDOCK/' tofind that Mr. Maugham had rewrittenFlaubert'« story from Emma Bovary'spoint of view, and had thus, very neatly,blown up the Flaubertian ideal of de¬tachment.

FRIDAY, OCTOBER 20
H. L. Mencken returned from abroadto-day, buty although I talked to him

over the telephone, I did not get to seehim. We were both tied up with din¬
ner engagement« and he was to call melater in the evening, but, as I learnedlater, he was drawn into a party givenby Carl Van Vechten's brother andJoseph Hei*ge«heim«ir and that partySrogrcssed so pleasantly that by 10:80lencken was sound asleep. I take it
as bearing out Mencken's reputa¬tion for always observing' the social
amenities, keeping his word, appearingpunctually for engagements and an¬
swering letters promptly that, accord¬
ing to reports, he kept muttering mj
name. . . . Lunched with Thomas
Caldccot Chubb at Frank Case's salon
(where the food is execrable, the serv¬
ice negligont, but the surroundings dis¬
proportionately congenial), and we wer«
joined at table I» Tallulah Bankhead
Tallulah got to laughing so loud at hei
own jokes (they were good, if embar¬
rassing) that, as if by tacit consent
the whole room tshusshed us. Later or
Hej-wood Broun admitted his guilt anc
said that he had led the shusshing be¬
cause it didn't seem to him "that any¬
thing Burton Rascoc could say woulc
be funny enough to cause such laugh¬ter." The truth of it was that Tallular
(the clever and pretty little minx) wai
repeating the lines of "THE TORCH«
BEARERS" in a manner immeasurablj
funnier than they are uttered on th«
stage and «ho was enjoying the show
in memory as much as we were enjoy¬
ing it by her reminding us of it.
My wife and I went to dinner to-

night at William and Mary Roberta'!
and found there Mr«. Gertrude Ather-
ton, Hiidegarde Hawthorne and hei
Indian, and Rollin Lynde Hartt. Mrs
Atherton told us how, as a little «jirl
she had been taken to see Walt Whit
man. She had heard that the great poc
always kissed girls and women wh<
were brought to him, and as sha wai
led into the room, she said, eh«:
"couldn't see a clean spot among al
those whiskers." Whitman's funeral
she said, had to be potsponed becaus«
everybody present got drunk. "Then
wasn't a sober person in all Philadel
phia," she said, "except Agnes Repp
lier." Later on Mr3. Atherton said i
certain popular novelist had by far to<
angelic a disposition to be a grea'
writer. "I don't think any one can b<
a great writer and have an angelic dis
position, do you? The two don't go to
gether." . . . Mrs. Atherton is i

serene, self-assured, witty and amusini
woman, without pose or affectations, i
bit opinionated perhaps, but with in
teresting opinions which do not assumt
the dead weight of convictions. I wai
reminded as I listened to her that th»
first knowledge I had of her existenci
came through great newspaper spread;
and headlines and photographic lay
outs, occasioned innocently enough (at
it seems now) by her having the temer
ity to smoke a cigarette at tho Soutl
Shore Country Club in Chicago. It wai

a great scandal at the time and Mrs
Atherton, who defended her actioi
with a vigorous and reasoned argument
was considered by all the George an«

Myra Babbitts to be an abandone«
woman. The world do move. . .

Mrs. Roberts said that it was unfor
túnate that the artists, the creators o

beauty, havo not a more fraternal, toi
erant and sympathetic attitude towar«
one another, because the rest of th
world is against them anyhow.

In "THE BOOK OF BUSINESS ETI
QUETTE" to-night I learned that
"Forgetting the number of one's bertl
and blundering into the wrong plac
is a serious breach of good manner
in a sleeping car, and it is extreme!;
severe on timid persons who have gon
to bed with visions before their mind
of the man who was murdered in lowe
ten and the woman who brought he
husband's corpse from Florida in th
same berth with her."

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 21
Harry F. Marks came in this morn

ing and showed me his fine collectio;
of Arthur Machen manuscripts. The;
include the original holograph of "TH)
CHRONICLES OF CLEMENDY," th
holograph of the preface to "FA.NTAS
TIC TALES," corrected proof sheets
letters and other items. The shor
preface to "Fantastic Tales" is so in
teresting, I give it entire:

"In 1888, cataloguing for Messrs
Robson and Karslake, then of Coven
try Street, I came upon a little dump;
book dated 1610. It was called "L
Moyen de Parvenir," by Bcroalde d
Verille, and looking into it I perceive
that it was almost if not quite th
queerest book in the world. In 192
this would be a reason for havini
nothing more to do with it; in 188
the queejmesB wa« a fatal attraction
And so I set about translating a boo!
the French of which is so difficult, ob
scure and, I would say, cantankerous
that Frenchmen, unless fortified b;
special knowledge, can make nothinj
of it.
"The task of translating 'Le Moyei

de Parvenir' was a horrible one, but i
was done at last. When it was don«
the grossness of much of the text ap
palled the printers: one after anothe:
refused to print it. At last the Drydei
Press thought it could be managed am
began to print. They set up and print
ed a few sheets, and then 'they, too
shied on one pretext or another an»
declined to do any more. Only a fes"»
sets of these sheets are in existence.
"Later I 'modified' Beroalde's free

dome, and made a new version, whicl
was issued under the title of 'Fantasti«
Tales,' or 'The Way to Attain.' "

Machen admirers, who a year or s»

ago were so few and so ardent tha-
they aiiumtd the exclusiveness of i

Hugh Walpole, a caricature by Djuna Barnes. Mr. Walpole, who i»
now in this country lecturing, has tcrilteri a new"novel, "The Cathe¬

dral," just published by the George II. Doran Company.
are now grown to the propor-0i k ^,°Pu,8r Bnd no less ardent
nee. This must, be a great, if be-

cult, are now grtlons o"

lated, comfort to the aging and lonely
literary artist who wrote "THÉ
HOUSE OF SOULS," «T^fi HILL OF
DREAMS" and "THE SECRET GLORY"
and who has plodded through life as an
underpaid London journalist, writing
an occasional "shilling shocker" for
bread and cheese, and writing out of an
inner necessity those curious and ex¬
quisite tales in a prose that is pre¬
ciously beautiful. He is one of the
finest survivals of the nineties, but,

J added, to the yellow decade's preoc¬
cupation with the morbid, bizarre and
exotic, he has a passion for lucid,
limpid and cadenced prose and a Vic¬
torian ideal of self-discipline for the
sake of one's soul.
Ernest and Madelaine Boyd, Carl Van

Vechten and Fania Marinoff, T. R.
Smith and Saward Collins came to the
house this evening. Carl said he and
Boyd and Joseph Hergesheimer and
Thomas Beer were planning a grand
trip to show Chicago to Boyd and Boyd
to Chicago; but that every time Beer
hears more details of the junket he
runs back to Tonkers in a panic, goes
to bed and nurses hi a gall-stones.
. . . T. R., who is by double inclina¬
tion at once an ascetic antiquarian and
a man of the world, manages always to
bring up learned and serious topics
when the mood of a gathering is friv¬
olous and to °be facetious when every
one is appreciably grave. To-night he
wanted to talk about the history of
Latin literature, the possibility of pub¬
lishing Brantôme complete in English,
and the work of scholars like Lecky,
Gibbon, Leasing, Pascal and so forth
who have influenced thought and edu¬
cation. Fania curled up in a chair and
went to sleep.

After they had gone, I finished read¬
ing Margaret Alice Murray's "THE
WITCH-CULT IN WESTERN EU¬
ROPE," certainly one of the most curi¬
ous and fascinating books published in
recent years. Miss Murray, who is of
the University College, London, treats
of witches from the point of view of
a believer. "Evidence proves," she
writes, "that underlying the Christian
religion was a cult practised by many
classes of the community, chiefly,
however, by the more ignorant or those
in the less thickly inhabited parts of
the country. It can be traced back to
pre-Christian times, and appear* to
be the ancient religion of Western
Europe. The god, anthropomorphic or

theriomorphic, was worshipped in well-
defined rites; the organization was

highly developed, and the ritual is an¬

alogous to many other ancient rituals."
To this witch cult, Miss Murray be¬
lieves, belonged Joan of Arc, Gilles de
I^ai8, all the witches who were tried
and burned, the celebrators of the
Black Mass and practitioners of and
experimenters in black magic, occult¬
ism, etc. The followers of this reli¬
gion believed in and worshipped the
devil as the sourco of life, wisdom
and happiness. Her book is minutely
documented with strange and interest¬
ing early French texts, reports of trial
proceedings, contemporary testimony,
names of witches, evidence concerning
the Witches' Sabbath and the ritual of
the Black Mass. . . . Altogether a

monumental and fascinating study in
anthropology.

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 22

To-day is my birthday, an event
which seems not to interest any one

In the slightest degree, even sentimen¬
tally. I did not get even a necktie;
but I celebrated the anniversary by a

Ciceronian meditation upon tho flight
of years. Carl Van Doren and Lud¬
wig LewUtf-hrt singled out this sen¬

tence from "BABBITT" as the es¬

sence of irony: "I have never done
a single thing in my whole life that I
really wanted to do." And to-day
John Messner points out in the paper
that a similar regret is expressed bv
the hero of Newton Fuessle's "GOLD
SHOD." That would be tragic, truly, if
it were true; but I wonder if, under
the circumstances, it could be. I am

Inclined to believe that George F. Bab¬
bitt really wanted to become a success¬

ful realtor and that he achieved pre¬
cisely what concrete ambitions he had.
For myself I can say that I have real¬
ized every concrete ambition I have
over had and that I feel certain that I
shall realize those concrete ambitions
that are in my mind now. That is to
say, that I have done everything I ever

whole-heartedly wanted to do, from
learning the circus trick of a mid-air
somersault between the flying rings to

living in Chicago and working on a

Chicago newspaper, from making the
high school football team to memoriz¬
ing the whole of Elizabeth Barrett
Browning's translation of "PROME¬
THEUS BOUND," from learning to
roller-skate to reading Latin, from
drinking beer with H. L. Mencken to
being the father of a son, and so on.

It is gratification of vague ambitions,
the satisfaction of intp.#*rible and im¬
palpable desires that gets me into an

occasional blue funk; and that, I think,
is what the Messrs. Lewis and Fuessle
and Van Doren and Lcwisohn really
meant. I cannot imagine any one so

lacarng in character or force of will as

never to do a single thing he really
wanted to do. My failures and defi-
ciencies are certainly not balked ef¬
forts; I have never wanted to be Pres¬
ident of the United States or secretary
of the Chamber of Commerce or the
owner of suburban real estate or the
author of a play produced on Broad¬
way or the husband of Peggy Joyce or

a drawing-room epigrammatist, or an

Immortal of the American Academy of
Arts and Letters or an intimate of Sir
Auckland Geddes or of the head waiter
at th-i Ritz. I never even had the

slightst desire to call Joseph Medill
Patterson "Joe," an ambitiosi which
has for years eaten th,e heart of a
hopeful copy-reader on "The ChicagoTribune." . . . You will say that
I am lacking: in aspiration toward
the higher things of life, and I
will reply that, in certain direc¬
tions, I am, and that experiencehas taught mo discrimination by the
very ease of accomplishing that which
I have resolutely set my heart on and
the frequency with which that has
turned out to be not half so gratifying
ns I thought it would be. Meanwhile
I have never been, since I was very.
very young and inexperienced, bored
with life. I have yet to meet n man
whom 1 considered to have reason to
be bored, thougli I have seen any hum-
bor whose imaginations were so limit-
ed that they thought they had cxhaust-
ed nil the possibilities of life. . . .

And so meditating, I recited Wallace
Steven«'« "LE MONOCLE DE MON
ONCLE" audibly enough to draw the
Stares of others atop a Fifth Avenue
bus, and, like a provincial, enjoyed the
(to me) never diminishing thrill of tho
sight of the Plaza esplanade «nd the
southeast entrance to Central Park.

The New Italy
MODBKN ITALY. By Tommaso Tittonl.
Tho Macuilllan Company.

THIS book is valuable for its
presentation of the views of
an Italian regarding modern
Italy. The author, a leading

Italian statesman, endeavors to include
a comprehensive survey of all the ac¬

tivities of his fellow countrymen, from
painting to philosophy, from poetry to
jurisprudence. He devotes a chapter
to Italy's contribution to international
law, another to her economic problems,
another to her labor question and yet
another to her national budget, and, as
a result of covering so many fields, an«!
all in a volume of some 200' odd pages,
he is necessarily cursory and sketchy
in his method.
Perhaps the most instructive, chapter

is that which deals with tho immigra¬
tion problem; the author maintains
that immigration should be entirely
without restriction, that men who are

employed in Italy will never immigrate
and that even the unemployed ordin¬
arily cross the seas only in response
to a definite demand.
For emigration, Mr. Tit.toni would

have us believe, is as natural as the
flight of birds, and in deliberately
limiting it we are meddling with one
of the laws of nature, or, at least, with
an economic law that we cannot tamper
with without serious danger.
Only through unrestricted immigra¬

tion, the author contends, can be created
a, condition that will "conduce to the
re-establishment of normality of labor
and of production in every country,
and to a wider exchange of goods and
thus insure a greater supply of the
necessaries of life." S. A, C.

A Psycho-analytical Novel
By Will Cuddv

.'TSn.mNG ßAKOHNT. By Elsa Barker.iS. V. Dutton A Co.
OBODY will bo surprised, I
tako it, to hear that some
one has written a "psycho¬
analytical novel," nor even to

be told it is that strange genius Elsa.
Barker who has achieved the new and
long awaitfjd art form. But has she,
indeed? I think it will do no harm to
submit this news, whether true or

false, to a bath of skepticism.
For, consider, what is a psycho-analy-

tical novel? Miss Barker's novel, if
such it bo at all, is primarily one in
which psycho-analysis is itself the sub-
ject matter, at onco the character, the
action and the setting. Practicallyeverything that happens takes place in
the office of an analyst during the
"psyching" of one Fielding Sargent,who is under treatment for a fear
neurosis. The rest is almost silence.
Now, does the description of u de¬

tailed professional analysis by the
Freudian technique constitute » psy¬cho-analytical novel? Ik the familiar
"psychological novel" so named be¬
cause it limits itself to laboratory ex¬
periments in conscious or academic
pschology? If this were so, every such
story dealing, as does this one, with
fear would consist entirely of a vivid
demonstration of the James-Langetheory, which our teachers were wont
to reduce to "see a bear.run.be
afraid," Every psychological novel
would be a circus, which we all know
is far from the facts.

If critical terminology is to be deter¬
mined thus the impending "bchaviorist
novel" of fear will invariably show us
professors scaring white rats and pink
babies into fits and noting down poly-
syllabically just what the subjects do
when in this condition. In the "dy¬
namic mechanistic novel" subscribing
to the views of »Dr. Kemp the scène à
faire will be that in which somebody
removes a part of the cubic contents
from the inferior vena cava of a dis¬
tracted pussy cat to show that the cat's
emotion has caused an increase of
adrenin and sugar in the blood.
Miss Barker has used a method c-x-

aetly analogous. Since psycho-analysis
is a technique for curing neuroses by
a very special kind of bloodless opera¬
tion her novel consists of one of these
operations. We see the unconscious of
Fielding Sargent bared, shivering and
ashamed, to our privileged gaze. We
are witnesses to his "psyching," a
spectacle compared to which the mere

butchering of kittens and guinea pigs
is an insignificant and silly amuse¬
ment. There are no close-ups of the
zee. Psycho-analysts are those psychol¬
ogists who do not try to lind out what
the human mind is like by studying
the lower animals.

earn

"vES, I think that a psycho-analytical"*¦ novel would have to be more than
a minutely detailed description of a
clinical case. What should such a
novel be like? It could be on any sub-
ject, of course. Tho main point is
that it would have to be written by
some whose wisdom and understanding
of the human scene had been so deep¬
ened by experience of life, which now¬

adays distinctly includes Sigmund
Freud, that he could create new beauty
.a beauty, moreover, utilizing the
special rhythms and idiom (this dis¬
creetly-) and the point of view of the
new psychology.

Well, it seems to mo that Elsa
Barker is this very person. I conclude,
therefore, somewhat to my surprise,
that "Fielding Sargent" is indeed a

psycho-analytical novel, tho first I have
encountered. And small thanks I may
get in any quarter for this learned de¬
cision, since I notice, upon turning to
the book itself, that I urn tho only
one who has thought to call it by this
hideous name. It is not so labeled by
the author nor by tho publisher.

* * ?

It may bo that success of another
nature awaits this work. If I owned
''Fielding Sargent" I should boom it
with my last cent as the first intro¬
duction to psycho-analysis in fictional
form. 1 cannot see why it should not
have an immense success in just that
way. There is not a vague word in tho
book, not an idea other than lucid. It
is the best introduction to psycho-
analysis of which I have any knowl-
edge, certainly much more satisfactory
for the general reader than the pon-
derous tomes of the professors. All
the difference would be made in the
reader's approach to the book.
Even the characters of the story

seem rather fashioned to repay atten-
tive study than to arouse the delighted
contemplation of the novel reader.
Fielding Sargent, a multi-millionaire of!
forty-five, is afraid he's going crazy.
He has "queer ideas." HeTs afraid his
dead wife, Alice, wants to return to
him. He hears scratchings. Is it

N

Two New Books by
!>. H. LAWRENCE

called by Martyn Johnston "the most significant figure in English
letters to-day, probably one'of the most important in the entire
range of literature."

England, My England
A new volume of Lawrence's best short stories since the appear¬

ance of "The Prussian Officer." .$2.00

Fantasia of theUnconscious
A new and remarkable statement of Lawrence's philosophy.
Here is the "original system of philosophy" predicted by

DON MARQUIS when he wrote in the New York Tribune of
Lawrence's

PSYCHOANALYSIS AND THE UNCONSCIOUS
that he
"recommends it because Lawrence is a poet who sees deeper and
more clearly than Freud and Jung, is simpler, and free of their
obsessions and absurdities."

Mr. Lawrence has some very original views on the question of
education, the bringing up of children, marriage, love and other
vital issues of human relationship. He sees the crying need of re¬

adjustment in all these relations and has stated the issues and his
solutions of them with tho fearlessness or' a prophet and magical
beauty of language.

At the risk of again evoking the ridicule of Professor Brander
Matthews, we venture to express the opinion that it is the most
importent work that has appeared since the publication of
Nietzche's "Zarathustra." $2.25

Thomas Seltzer, 5 West 50th Street, New York

DON MARQUIS'S
THE REVOLT OF THE OYSTER

^ Magnificently humorous yarns by the author of The
Old Soak. They range from the fantastic story of the
primeval battle between early men and oysters and
the dryly related account of "How Hank Signed the
Pledge" to one of the finest bursts of the author's rich
imagination.the history of "The Saddest Man" of
Indiana.

At all Bookstores, $1.50

DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.' Garden City, New York

Alice? Or eczema? Ho had been very,very fond of his mother (Aha!). H«'safraid of Marie Balfour, too. He isworried because he had once beentruilty, together with a blonde namedFreda Ganghofer, of an italicized that.
The best thing Î can sec in this tor-IJjnid old party is that he ha» for manyyflkrs cheerfully supported a success-ful po»;t. He was like that. He would«jive his wife the sum of $500,000 at a

clip. (Isabel Paterson, happening to
open the book at this point, forthwith
refused to review it, asserting that shodidn't believe it.)

Dr. Aubrey, the psycho-analyst, is
the one who explains everything so
kindly and so brutally slaughters the
nov»'l. He reduces Sargent to the
status of a vaudeville feeder. The
ostensible hero becomes merely the Dr.Watson to this detective of the un¬
conscious, the Mr. Brennen to the Mr.Savoy of tho parent complex. EvenJane Spong, a pupil of the doctor's, is
always remarking to any one who willlisten that "the regressed libido re¬animates Infantile images," and so on.

. . «

Mercifully, Marie lîalfour is a com¬plete ignoramus,-and that may be why,
on page 316, Sargent and she "forgoteverything then but each other's lips.':We feel that fearful old Sargent will
make a good husband if his physiciar
can keep his libido up to scratch and
away from scratching.

I have smiled at these curious figures, but, indeed, I think tho doctoitalks sound sense when he says tha"the human race cannot go much further in the development of its con
sciou3 intellectual processes, its idea:and ideals, unless it turns and examines those great unconscious processes which are the real impellin;motives of racial and individual life,and that "when every man knows thfalsity of his sham sentiments an«motives, through'analysis of his owrthe old ideal lies will have lost bottheir market value and their hypnotieffect upon the will."

Well, that would be a mere*,wouldn't it?

The Future of Evolution
By Stanton A. Coblentz

ï TUB ttlRECTION (ft? HUMAN »VOLU¬TION. By Edwin Grant Conklin.Chart«! Sorlbnera' Son«.
EVER since the appearance of

the "Origin of Spades" the
evolutionary concept ha» been
fastening itself mor« firmly

upon modern thought. Thia la true,despite the recent theological opposi¬tion to the theory, for, as ProfessorConklin state« in the new edit'on ofhis book, evolution has been findingfresh KUpport constantly as knowledgeadvances. It ¡g now universally ac¬cepted by men of science, and the so-called religious arguments against it
are fruits of the same ignorance asforced Galileo, under penalty of tor¬
ture, to deny that the earth moves.As proof of the rapidity and thorough¬
ness with which evolution has been en¬
trenching itself, we need only recallthat at first It was applied to biologyonly, and that its study was originallyconflned to past events; that, o' later
years, it has come to be extended fromthe biological to the purely human, or
social, and that we have begun not
only to trace its course in the past but
to foretell its operation in the future.
The latter tendency Is strikingly in

evidence in Professor Conklin's latest
volume, a clearly reasoned and illu¬
minating work wherein the author en¬
deavors by scientific analogy to out¬
line the probable future of mankind. At
the outset Professor Conklin empha¬sizes the fact that mankind as it exists
to-day is the product ef a prodigiouslylong process of evolution, commencingwith the one-celled animal and pass¬
ing through countless ages and innu¬
merable species until finally a human
creature is born, which itself evolves
for perhaps a million of more yearsbefore giving birth to the man of the
present. In view of these facts, the
author Insists, wc must take "the longview of the human race." We must re¬
member that any seeming reversals ir
the tide of evolution, involving ever
a generation or two, are but eddies ir
the current. The broad stream mus1
flow on interminably unimpeded, as il
has flowed almost interminably in th*

past. Accordingly, even th« cAtattre-
ph* of a world war must not causé us
to despair cf human progress. The

j process of evolution has been too loriy.
too vast to be nullified by what fror*.
the point of view of the race Is o_"y .

momentary setback.
a a a

Yet within every race of mankind
there are factors operating for the
survival of the fittest. The best
adapted tribe, as the best adapted in¬
dividual, is the one likely to endure:
not the one with the highest artificial
standards, but the one that conforms
most nearly to natural law. "In the
Jong run supremacy will pass in every
community, nation or race to the mow
intelligent, the more capable, the more
ethical, rather than to the best livers."
Consequently, our attention "should b«
centered upon raising the standards
of heredity, of education and of social
ideals rather than upon standards of
living."

But Professor Conklin does not be¬
lieve that, even with a maximum of
artificial attention, any of the races of
mankind will long remain '¡tact. **Tt
needs only the vision that will look
forward a few thousand years," he
says, "to see the blending of all -racial
currents in a common stream." Laws
and customs may delay but cannot
nvert this event, which Is inevitable
now that ideographical isolation is be¬
ing abolished. Yet Professor Conklin
does not view the situation with
alarm; he does not believe that the
mingling of the races will mean the
deterioration of mankind, but that the
one race of the future will in even'
way be about the average of the races
of to-day. But if the author does not
predict an Inferior race, neither does
he anticipate a vastly superior one;
he regards the "superman as a bio¬
logical impossibility.
However, this does not mean that

humanity will not continue to evolve.
But we may expect it to advance by
the new process "of annexing to it«
own powers the illimitable forces of
the universe".a path of progress that
opens up boundless though obscure
new vistas.

r-RACKHOUSE-1
By

m George Agnew CJiamberlain
Twelve-ton trucks thundered over the road loaded with liquid gold. ""-13BIPBullets from the guns of the revenue men whistled around Rackhouse, Inc. ITiMoney poured in.
This was the fantastic adventure of a returned soldier and his friend, a former col¬lege professor. They had nothing to lose. The scheme was dangerous, exciting,fabulously profitable.and then a girl stepped in. $1.90

JACK and I in LOTUS LAND «y r«** /._«/,>
A romantic novel, a charming love story of an American girl in Japan, with the"Lady of the Decoration" herself playing an important and thrilling part in it.She writes the story for us in her fascinating letters. The changes that have takenplace in the island kingdom since her memorable first visit are recorded with keeninsight and humor. If you were one of the multitude that liked the "Lady of theDecoration" you will surely be delighted with this new story. $1.40

JOAN OF ARC OF THE NORTH WOODS % «»*>»«. ».
A tale of the timber lands which revolves about a mysterious young woman in thenorth woods. She appears suddenly on the scene of a terrific fight between amillion-dollar paper mill and the independent sawmills. She risks her life to ad¬
vance the mill owner's interests; and the hero puts the final touch to the battle bygoing after the enemy with an armful of bombs !
Love, violence and intrigue are mingled in this story of a new Joan. $2.00
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Books for salt everywhere
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Ray Stannard Baker's Woodroiv
Wilson and World Settlement.
Vol. I and II. Price, per set,
$10.00. Vol. III. Documents,
Price, each $10.00
Edna Ferber's Gigolo. Price, $1.75
Max Beerbohm's Rossetti and
His Circle Price, $6.00
Don Marquis's The Revolt of the
Oyster Price, $1.50
Forrestine C. Hooker's Star: The
Story of an Indian Pony

Price, $L75
Furniture Masterpieces of Dun¬
can Phyfe by Charles Over Cor¬
nelius Price, $4.00
A Life Unveiled bv a Child of
the Drumlins Price, $2.00
Frank G. Carpenter's The Holy
Land and Syria, Vol. I Carpen¬
ter's World Travels Price, $3.00
The Book of Business Etiquette

Price, $2.00
The Book of Letters by Mary
Owens Crowther Price, $2,00
Henry Van Dyke's A Book of
British and American l'erse,
Assisted as editor by Hardin
Craig and Asa Don Dickinson.
Price, Cloth $3.50, Leather $5.00
At the Affa.
Country LEßk Garden City
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GENTLE
JULIA

By
BoothTarkington
"Ifwe had never heard
of Mr. Tcirlcir.Rton be-
f«a«e, it would be abun¬
dant proof that he has
pe<M_l'ar power of creating
peas>le.n

New York Harald
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE St CO.

TALES OF
CHINATOWN

Mystery
»tories of the
Limehouie .

sinister
Chinatown.
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Say, ratîier, to the manner cultivated.
True culture is founded on a broad and tolerant under¬
standing, and nothing is so conducive to this as vide and
thoughtful reading. Oxford hooks are voted for their hu-
inanity as well as for their scMarship.

A HOOSIER AUTOBIOGRAPHY
<By William Dudley Foulke ^/ ¿2.50"A very interesting autobiography."--_5oifo._ Herald
"A delightful and important book ot politic»! metr.oirs.''~pro'sidtnce Journal."An interesting life in the field of lerters as we!! as in the political whirl¬
pool.".Detroit New:.
"Attractively written, this book is a record of ownions of an American
publicist of not«.".Portland OrtgenUn.t"He tells of political maneuvering.*! and ciashinga in 3 scimiileting andwholly delightful manner.".Putsburgh Prest.
"It is impossible to bason without ««ding eagerly to the end... .It is abook worth while.".Fort Wayne Journal Gazette.
"He has not only a great deal to tell m,but en engaging manner of tellingit... .it is a fascinatingly interesting record.".Nine York Herald.
"Those who like to seek the sidelights of history will find much to enjoyin this volume.".N. Y. IVorid.
"Mr. Foulke has had great oppomm;ri«#... .Such a man should writ* a.delightful and important book of memoirs. It is high praise to say hehas not disappointed our expectation.".Bastón Transcript,

FORM IN CIVILIZATION
¦»y W. R. Lethaby £1.20A most interesting collection of essays dealing with vhe practical as weil

as aeschetical side of home building, furnishing, and decorating.
ARABIA
% D. G. Hogarth - tu* ¿2.30" Not only doea he tee the past with the imaginative realisation of a finescholar, but his dose connection with modem development» in Arabiagives his account of events peculiar authority".Lomdem Times.

THE SECOND PERSON SINGULAR
<By Alice Mhynell T^ei ¿2.0fp"To enjoy Mrs. Meynell to the full is one of the rewards of scholarship.She is entd'te without a tinge of conceit, a purist but not a pedant. From

. single stone ah« conjures up a àtf, from a pamd. a nation's philosophy."-.Lmden Tims.
THE WAR IN THE AIR
% Sir Walter Raleigh Vol. I "2^ ¿7.00The first volume of the oficial story of the part played by the Royal AirForce in the great War, dealing with the development of the airship andaeroplane and early eapai«iK**a in the field. Only * SrM** ¦choi**** couldhave produced this work which is at once whimsically trntynarive and

historically accurate.

WORLD MANUALS
S-y various scholars fach %et ¿1.00A new series of Totumes dmtámm with the cultural and scientific aspects ofvarious ages, peoples, end culture». Now ready: Ancient Greece, byStanley Oasson ; the World about Us, by O. J. R. Howarth t The E¿Mnsion of Britain, by W. R. Kereneck; The Peoples of Europe, by H. J.Fleure., A Short Histce-y of British Agriculture, by John On-; and TheGrowth of Rome, by P. E. Meche»«.

c4t all booksellers or from the fmhUshers.


